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great Roman amphitheatre, Maiden Castle, the vallum of th<
Roman camp, and took me round the beautiful avenues of luxuriair
sycamore and chestnut which surround and adorn the town witl
delightful boulevards foursquare and exquisite shaded walks over-
arched by trees which give the place the look of a foreign town.
As we passed along the beautiful water walk and over the hatches
between the crystal streams of the Frome and the bright water-
meadows below and looked up at the picturesque old high town
bosomed in its groves of sycamore and chestnut and tufted with
lofty trees we met a lovely girl dressed in deep mourning and walk-
ing with her lover, probably a bold handsome artilleryman from the
barracks, splendid in blue and gold.
The Vicar told me part of the history of the politics of Fordingcon,
his troubles with the Dorchester people and his struggles with the
Council of the Duchy of Cornwall to which the parish of Fording-
ton belongs and from which with great difficulty he has at length
wrung some acknowledgement and help in money and improve-
ments.
When the Vicar first came to Fordington he was instrumental, he
said, in putting down some low bad races held near Dorchester.
This made him very unpopular. For five years none of his family
or flock could go into Dorchester without being insulted and baa-ed
after like sheep. Twenty or thirty young men stood at the Church
gates each Sunday and insulted the pastor and his congregation as
they went into Church. And every year all the shrubs and flowers
in the garden were rooted up and placed together in the middle of
the lawn. All the opposition however had been lived down long
ago and now the Vicar seems universally and deservedly respected.
We walked together to the Poet's house, Winterbourne Came
Rectory, about a mile from Fordington. The house lies a little back
from the glaring white high road and stands on a lawn fringed with
trees. It is thatched and a thatched verandah runs along its front.
The thatched roof gives the Rectory house the appearance of a large
lofty cottage. As we turned in at the iron gates from the high road
and went down the gravel path the Poet was walking in the
verandah. He welcomed us cordially and brought us into his
drawing room on the right-hand side of the door. He is an old man,
over seventy, rather bowed with age, but apparently hale and strong.
'Excuse my study gown,' he said. He wore a dark grey loose gown ,

